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DEAR Charles, unfurl that wrinkled brow, 
And laugh with me, and tell me how 
To vault my Pegaſus with eaſe, 
And wind him with the curling breeze,, 
That brings upon elaſtic wing 
Each aromatic of the ſpring; 
B | To 
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To bear th' intoxicating dream 


Of quatting iſpiration's ſtream 
From Helicon, and how to climb 
Parnaſſus ſafe in dog rel rhime; 
Cull every flower the Muſes ſhed, 
To ornament the Poet's 14 
And ev'ry ſhrub. the Graces nurſe, 
To decorate their favourite's verſe. 
How can you when true Genius fires, 
When Aganippe's fount inſpires, 
With delicacy falſe lock up 
From public view the golden cup, 
Preſented from Apollo's hand; 


But with this ſpirited command? 
— Drink 
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drink deeply from it now and then, 
And in it dip the magic pen, 
Which Fancy made and brought to you 
When firſt poetic air you drew. 

HiTHER Thalia! come along, 
And chant me forth a ſprightly ſong; 
Then ſtrike the Jute, and lead me through 
A ſentimental hop or two 
And, pray thee, don't too lightly deem 
Of the wild, ſplay-foot Poet's theme, 
Becauſe it introduces here 
The ſtory of a Yorick's bier. 
Ap now, Thalia, you muſt go 
And leave us to this tale of woe. 


Poor 


„ 
Poor Torick dead! The Muſes turn 


An eye of pity o'er his urn, 


And, drooping, quit the ſportive glade 


For the deep, gloomy yew-tree's ſhade. 


Melpomene in tears attends 


The tomb where a// of Yorick ends; 
All] but His works, and thoſe ſhall be 
The pride of late poſterity. 
& Alas poor Yorick!”” Who can hear 


That utterance without a tear? 


Who lee the ſable, artleſs ſtone, 


And not vouchſafe the kindred groan ? 


Thy humour, Yorich, wit and ſenſe, 


Thy judgment, taſte, benevolence; 


/- ay 


E 


Thy comic vein, thy plaintive tale, 

Will o'er each feeling breaſt prevail; 

When all this little, paltry world, 

Is into grand confuſion hurl'd. 
WII all thy weight of merit, Sterne, 

Why did you not, for our ſakes, learn 

To keep that fine-ſpun frame of thine 

Within a more contracted line; 

Not gallop o'er each hedge and ſtile 

Thy brilliant fancy to beguile? 

AND now, Thalia, come again, 
And give me Triſtram Shanay's pen; 
For Triſtram Shandy we'll deſcribe, 
His ev'ry gambol, ſkip and gibe. 

| C 


In 
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IN ſpite of Cheſterfieldian rules, 
And the dull jargon of the ſchooks 1 
Spite of all his Lordſhip's graces, 


And the frigid, mean embraces, 


He to his baſtard recommends 


In foreign climes for prudent ends, 
We'll laugh with Triftram; and bring forth 
The blunders of his hapleſs birth. 


For know, in ſpite of all he can, 


The poet is no more than man; 
Although from Helicon he's brought, 
And withes to enjoy the thought 

Of living, when the ſoul is flown 


To her eternal, bliſsful home, 
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By handing to the future age 

The bunches of his magic page: 

Still muſt he laugh and talk, and then 
Indulge, and laugh and talk again. 

TH” ill tim'd queſtion bout the clock, 
To Shandy's father gave a ſhock, 
Which the homunculus miſplac d, 

And all hzs ſecret hfe diſgrac'd. 

Bur, Shandy, if thy hobby-horſe 
Caus'd thee many a dirty croſs, 
| The great original is your's, 

And immortality ſecures; 

Beſides, although there may be ſhades, 
So ſtrong a flood of light pervades | 
| Thy 


„ 
Thy hobby, that we all agree 
Our Shakſpere twill'd his muſe to thee. 
Poor Triſtram's uncle Toby ſure 


| Receiv'd a wound he could not cure; 


Receiv'd it in the niceſt part, 


But yet it never reach'd his heart 


For that againſt all kind of hurt, 


Always preſerv'd him clean from dir. 


Toby's counterſcarp and glacis, 


His ravelin, his blinds and baſis, 
His horn-works, epaulments and mines, 


His pointed and his obtuſe lines, 


Fortifications and platoons, 


His ſector, compaſſes, half-moons, 


His 


mm 


His ſalient angle, cover'd way, 

Too often led him quite aſtray 
Each whimſical idea craz'd, 

And all his underſtanding maz'd; 
Sap'd his health, and ſpirits waſted ; 
Neither meat nor drink he taſted, 
Till the parabola was clear, 

And the hyperbola's career. 

BuT now, my Toby, quit the ſhade, 
And doff thy hobby's maſquerade. 
The fiy! What ohilanthropy ſhines, 

Emblazon'd in thoſe feeling lines. 

And Trim, who rub'd thy horſe, no leſs 

Beſtow'd his pity on diſtreſs; 
Ds. Lef 


Fc 
Let drop a tear for ev'ry {mart 
That touch'd his exil'd bathir's heart ; 
AND tears of pity, or of love, 
The man of ſenſe and courage prove 
For timid heart, and brainleſs head, 
Ne'er yet had generous tears to ſhed, 
That Porpoiſe, Doctor Shop, ſhall now 
Expand the furrows of the brow. 
I fated Shop! With all thy care 


To drop into an unmeant ſnare. 
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The vaſt momentum of coach horſe, 
Which Obadiah's ſelf did croſs, 
O'erſct thy wadling fardel quite, 
And fix'd thee on thy **** upright ; 
Beluted 


1 
Beluted with the mire which flew, 
And frighten'd with the vortex too ; 
You then receiv'd ſtrange complaiſance 
From Obadiah's ignorance; 
King of the mud you grandly ſat, 
Whilſt he with reverence bow'd his hat. 
| War a fine blaze of genius flows 
Through mild Diego's length of noſe! 
The learned faculty fall out, 
Though neither fide can ſolve the doubt - 
And very ſeriouſly engage 
. Againſt the keen, cervantic page. 

THE grave divines unite their ſes, 
And all their fineſt intelleQs, 

This 
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This ſtrange phœnomenon to ſcatter, 


With it's ſtranger heap of matter; 
But all in vain; the leſs they know, 
The warmer ſchool-divines will grow. 


DioREss not further! But ſecure 


Th' homunculus, that's now mature. 


CALL Doctor Slop! with tire-tete, ſquirt; 


And free his forceps from the dirt: 
But, deareſt SHandy. don't confuſe 


His doc rorſbip with wondrous news 
Of cerebellum, pineal gland, 

The ſenſorium's webbed land 3 
The os pubis * abdomen, 


And the convoluted colon; 


With 


L. 1 Þ- 
With the epigaſtric region, 
Cervix ut'ri, and a legion > 
Of crabbed terms that tire the muſe, 
And keep her from the birth ſhe views; 
The birth of Shandy, and the woes, 
That waited on his mother's throes? 

On, Doctor Shop / thy forceps dire 

Plung'd thee once more into the mire ; 
Made /ittle Shandy quite the {| port 
Of gofſips in and out of court; 
Flatten'd th' expreſlive prominence, 
And blunted every finer ſenſe ; 
The curious texture of his brain 
Receiy'd it's poliſh all in vai. 


E The 


up Þ 
The bridge his father much commov'd, 
And flew him in the boy he lov'd. 
Cetera deſunt. 
462533346 
Come, Senfibiljty, ſweet maid! 
In all thy winning charms array'd ; 
Remove the ſource of every ſtrife 
Through all the ſhaded ſcenes of life ; 
Go tell each good, each worthy friend 
My former errors might offend, 
I've learnt from reaſon's ſober ſchool 
The headſtrong paſſions how to rule, 
Without extinguiſhing the ame 


Productive of each generous aim. 


FROM 


CRY 

From nature learnt the nobleſt plan 
To feel the dignity of man. _ 
Not doff my hat to every fool, 
Becauſe he can ſome acres rule; 
But tell ſuch filly, hiſſing ganders, 
Waddling o'er their green meanders ; 
But tell ſuch filver-tinſelFd things 
The poor-man's blood is good as kings; 
Flows through each vein as pure as their's, 
The ſame original it bears; 
The ſame divine, creating Lord, 
We have it from the beſt record, 
Makes grand diſtinctions between thoſe, 
Who, having much, baſely diſpoſe 

That 
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That bounty, as if *twere given 

But to inſult their God in heaven, 

And thoſe, who, having little, raiſe 

Their grateful hearts in lent prayſe. 
You friendly mind muſt ſure approve 

The picture of ancertain lobe; 

A ſadly thrilling, trembling pain, 

Quick darting through the fine-wrought brain; 

Racking each lively, feeling part, 

_ Peculiar to the noble heart. 

| The God of Nature gave us paſſions, 

To grace us with on all occaſions; 

But gave us reaſon to controul 


The frantic ſallies of the ſoul. 
So 
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So thinks the bard of every time, 


That meaſures out his ſplay-foot rhyme z 
I mean not uu, for he will 
Be every way the puppy ſtill; 
A literary coxcomb HE, 
WHAT CAN THE MUSE with ſuch @ SHE ? 
His firſt eſſay, he'll not diſown, 
Fatigues him with the Laureat Crown; 
Nor can his Pate the preſſure bear; 
Each muſe diſclaims him as her heir. 

CURsE on his 1 his frigid notions, 
And all ſuch quack, cathartic potions! 

THe youth of warmth, the youth of fire, 
And now and then a /ittle Ire; 

F A 
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A bland, good natur'd muſe, that muſt 
Protect the good, the great, the juſt, 


Protect the wile, protect the brave, 


All, all but coward, fool and knave: 


And cowards, fools and knaves ſhall be 


The objects of her charity. 
TEN ſurely Reynolds will excuſe, 
An idle, truant, laughing mule, 


That oft' in perſon will attend him, 


And counſel quaint will freely lend him : 


Then Reynolds never can refuſe, 
The gambols of this frolic muſe; 
A muſe that ever has, and will 


Protect his character from ill, 


Give 


L 1 
Give up life, all fancy's power, 


To cheer his every anxious hour. 
Hop! cries, Sir Critic, won't you brand 
With infamy the murdering hand? 
And every character that can 
Sink to the brute from reas'ning man? 
— Pray let me canter o'er the hill 
Of wild Parnaſſus with my quill, 
And cull each flow'r, without the honey 
Of you, who criticiſe for — money. 
The playful muſe, with native charms, 
Laughs till ſhe burſts at your alarms; 
Treats mere critics with defiance: 


She ne'er can with for their alliance. 


W1TH 


EE 
Wir indignation now ſhe burns, 
And gladly to that friend returns, 
Who gave her, with a gentle hand 
And feeling heart, each ſweet command, 


What to avoid, and what to fly, 


During her term of flavery.* 
BARE, gentle ſpirit! yet e'en he 
Has often met ſeverity ; 


Whoſe noble mind, and ſwelling heart, 


Their virtues chearfully impart 


To man at large, without a dream 
Of ſelf's attractive, darling theme; 


* The Author's Clerkſhip to Jobn Aſvby, Eſq ; 
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That luſcious, dear, engaging thing, 
Which ſways alike the clown, the king. 
In every place, at every hour, 
Gives ſtrange examples of it's power. 

THE chearful reader will excuſe 

The queer digreſſions of the muſe, 
And give her credit for awhile 
For every laugh, for every ſmile, _ 
Which ſhe engages to exert, 
Neither too tim'rous nor pert, 
As opportunity permits, 
And ſhe can make ſome lucky hits. 


Ts looſe attempt, — 


G (Sir 
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(Sir Critic, fie! ſuppreſs that frown) 
Solicits favour from the town, 
And if ſhe meet with ſome applauſe, 
Will lengthen out her httle cauſe ; 


By daring in ſome future plan 
To analyze that CREATURE MAN; 


But whether im poetry or proſe 


Is immaterial to thoſe, \ 
Who think and act from nature's ſchool, 
And never idly play the fool, 
As whilom Thomas often did, 
Without his ever being chid; 
Except by ſuch who never knew 
Skilful to give the fine ſpun clew, 


To 


His ſenſibility too often croſt, 


This and that perverſe vexation, 


1 
To mild converſion's calm retreat, 
Where all the Muſes, Graces meet; 
And each kind, gentle ghoſt and ſhade 
Of godlike man, that Gop has made. 


M1psr ſcenes of wildeſt diſſipation loſt, 


Through the kindlieſt warmth of blood, 
Deſerting every better good; 


Springing all from circulation 

Of richeſt blood, rouge every vein 
Quick-darting to it's ſource again, 
The heart. — Spite of rage of faſhion, 
Spite of every wayward paſſion, 


Spite 
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Sßpite of Vature's oppoſition, 

He'll make a rational tranſition 

From bad to good ; offhand reclaim 
Each immoral, youthful aim; — 

And, ſtranger till! for parchment feats 
Barter the muſes green retreats. 


SO SE HE THESES * * * # 


Sars wrinkled wifdom, hold your hand, 


And liſten to ur ſage command. 
BEWARE, young man, with caution rove 
Throꝰ the blithe muſes? blooming grove! — 
Tr1s Wiſdom blaſts the poet”s plan, 
Converts him into mortal man; 
N His 
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Hs follies paſt, dame nature Il bear, 


And think him highly worth her care. 


WII all his faults and all his folly,] 


He's freed at length from melancholy, 


And her attendant apathy ; | 
Dull, /oic apathy, whoſe boaſt, 
And blunted praiſe is always loſt, 
By ſeldom thinking, never acting, 
And yet it ever ſeems tramſacting; 
A mere machine we uſe at will, 
And keep it going on, or ſtill, | 
As Fancy leads, à moping jade, 
A piece of clock work,. only made 
H 


; 
| 


my 


For 
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For keeneſt cuts of comic wi, 


Juſt as my Lady's in the fit, 
To flouriſh o'er wild nature's page, 


And ſtamp the wretch of every age. 


Tus cruel Critics ſtill abuſe 
The whimſical, meandrous muſe; 


Without one gentle feeling, dare 


To blaſt my firſt, my only care; 

And dully criticiſing, ſay, 1 
The pillars when they artleſs lay 
The ſuper- ſtructure muſt betray ; | 


. Quickly his caſtle's undermin'd, 
| And by a trifling gale of wind; 


We'll. 


13 
We'll blaſt the laurel and the bays, 
Of ſuch a rhymeſter's gingling lays. 
His canting, puling, luke-warm rhymes, 
The brawling brats of coldeſt climes, 
The laurel claim, and eke the bays, 
Without the leaſt pretence to praiſe ; 
Let gentleſt breezes gently come, 
They'll ſhake his high-aſpiring plume. 
Pauca defiderantur. 

Now, AfetZation, quit your maſk, 
Altho' it be a fatal taſk ; 
Forſake your old accuſtom'd walk, 


And candid with the Muſes talk ; 


55 


Pray tell us how you can poſſeſs 

Such a bewitching, charming dreſs? 
How ſteal each virtue from their arms? 
We little loves and chatme, 

That make this nether world appear 
For ever ſocial, jocund, dear! 

Bur why thoſe alter'd hooks, which ſhow 
You dread the juſt avenging blow, 
For blaſting every good we ſhare 
Between the cradle and the bier ? 

No more! Acaunt, thou fouleſ} form / 
Begot in thunder, lightning, ſtorm ; 
And never for the future dare 


To breathe our pure Elyſian air. 


Some 
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Some Sniveling parſons will 2 


A feeling heart, and yet neglect 
Thoſe tender duties which muſt flow 
From ſympathy of others woe; 
Will oft” relate, in words unkind, 
The follies of the weaken'd mind; 
And when they meet the wretch abroad, 
Say every mortifying word 
That can torment, and bring to view 
Such ſcenes of horror, as but few, 
With all their apathi/tic care, 
Have decent fortitude to bear ; 
Moſt, in ſuch a deſperate caſe, 
All ſenſe of feeling would efface ; 
I Divert 
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Divert each nobler thought aſide, 
And aff the wretched Suicide. 
Yer theſe affected, deep divines, 
Will write a few fine-feeling lines; 


Preach ſentimentally, and then 


Embrace a Whore, and preach again, 
And make that god. lite creature MAN 
The moſt contemptible they can. 

My deareſt friend ! To whom I owe 
That flow of ſpirits which I now 


Enjoy; — Who ſnatch'd me from the grave, 
When /tilful Hunter could not fave, 
Allow me one requeſt to aſk, 


"Tis but a trifling, eaſy taſk ; 


EXERT. 
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EXERT thoſe powers that were deſi on'd 
To deify the human kind ; 
Preſent them fair to broadeſt view, 
They ' claim attention from the few; 
The many ; — they will want the how 
To tear the laurels from your brow. 

You finer genius firſt will dare 
To make high worth your conſtant care; 
Next let that finer genius bend 
To make each worthy heart your friend, 
And never think it worth your part 
To court the head without the heart ; 
We grant that, where they kindly meet, 
The union forms an higher treat, 


But 
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But a good heart, THE DeITY will own, 


Far, far excels the merely laurel'd crown. 


\ 


Tur WHAR TONIAN ODE, 
Deſcriptive of a late Arian Preacher in Shrew/bary. 


E knew a r Sh vacant face | 
Pepicts him of n race! 
How pretty to each girl he'd talk 
Straying along the quarry walk ! | 


So madly of religion prated, 


By all Chriſt's ſervants he was hated. | 
3 Th 
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Th Iſcariot character he would aſſume 
To blaſt Religion's purple * bloom. 

Attend him to the pulpit ; — There 
His Lindſey is his darling care; 
He teaches us a God to own; 
Bat mediator! — he'll have none. 
Goes, boldly, to the Throne of Grace; 
And, ſmiling, takes his Sora place; 
Declaims upon his own vaſt parts, 
And uſes all his Arian arts 
E To 


* The unclaſſical Reader muſt be told, that the word, purple, 
means crimſon or ſcarlet; alluding to the bloody crucifixton' 


of the Saviour of the World, 
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To lead aſtray a man, whoſe rules 
Did juſtice to the Chriſtian ſebools ; 
Whoſe liberal mind and feeling heart 
Pour oil upon each wretch's ſmart, 

Wipe the big tear with gentleſt hand, 
And ps 8 E ** wants demand. 
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Tur 


THE 


ORTHODOX DIVINE, 


AND 


SINCERE CHRISTIAN, 


SUPPFORETEADMN AF: 


Tür REVEREND RICHARD DE COURCY. 


IST” ro Dr Courcy i Religion's cauſe 
Exerting talents that enforce her laws ; 

| Moſt ably clearing, with a ferlful hand, 
The dark and thorny wilds of ſeripture land; 
Smoothing the pointed rocks that frighten youth, 
And keep them doubtful of religious trheh 
Giving the ſhades, which make the thinking wi 
AY cheerlefs infidelity inclin d, 0 wu 
Thoſe bright, engaging charms, that ſtrongly 


Th' expreſſive image of a Saviour's care. 
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